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Guitarist\'s Hands 


Author's Notes: 
A request from BobbyBrown for some Tone n\' Geez hand-holding fluff. Special bonus cuddles at the end. Hope 
| did well. 


| could watch him for ages. The way his fingers dance across the frets in an artful pattern, coaxing the music 


from his guitar like the master he really is. 


His guitar is his escape. He hides from the world in another one, filled with the smell of metal strings and the 
sound of a perfect chord. It's his own world, and he's made it into something all its own He doesn't like it when 
| snap him out of it and | leave him in it for as long as he desires most of the time, letting him calm himself 


with the artist's dance his fingers perform. 


Today he looks up at me from his guitar, and smiles at me when | glance at him over my reading glasses and 
the book my nose is currently buried in as usual. He holds a hand out to me, setting his guitar aside, and | 


gladly join him, snuggling up beside him on the couch. 


His hand covers mine and | let out a soft sigh. In the years his hands have gotten rougher and he's gotten a 
bit wrinkly, his hair thinned on top (and with the chemo almost everywhere else), and he slowly lost his ability 
to see well without his glasses, but he's still Tony. My Tony-Bear, as | used to call him. Hell, | still call him that 


sometimes. He doesn't seem to mind it anymore, though he hated it when we were kids. 


He rests his chin atop my head and sighs softly, pulling me into his lap, keeping our hands united. His disfigured 
hand has never bothered me- | suppose l'm just used to it. | see some people wince when they notice he's 
missing 2 fingertips, people who don't know better. Every time somebody quirks an eyebrow or winces, | thank 
God that we're at least living in a society where he will not be punished for it (or his being left-handed, but 
that's another story). 


He clutches my hand in his, kissing my forehead softly. | relish the feeling of his soft lips on my skin and his 
calloused and rough but gentle hand on my own, equally calloused from years of bass playing. God, he's so 
gentle and warm and he smells.. he smells like heaven. Vanilla ice cream and strawberries. Why, | will never 


know, but he does. 


| swear | could go to sleep in his arms like this, and have more than once. He can't pick me up and carry me 
around anymore, not with how sick and weak he's been. In fact, these days it's the other way around. He's lost 
so much weight | can sling him over my shoulder the way he used to do with me and let him hang as a joke. (I 


can hear him now: "Ey, luv, mind giving me a hand here?") 


In fact we've subconciously shifted around so he's leaning against me, catlike on my chest with a smile on his 
face, eyes half-shut. He sighs happily and lets me rest my hand on top of his, as opposed to the usual 
opposite. | run my thumb over the back of his hand tenderly as he seems to edge closer and closer to 
slumber. He's sleeping a lot more, lately, too. Can't say as | blame him. I'm kinda tired myself. OF course, | have 
to wonder if it's a litte ploy to get me to pick him up and carry him to bed, at which point he'll go back to 


normal, dominant Tony. 


That doesn't seem likely. He yawns and lets go of my hand, choosing instead to clutch my shirt in his fist, eyes 
closing all the way at last as he lets out one more content sigh. | rest the hand he let go of on top of his 
again, using my free hand to gently rub his neck He purrs softly before he seems to drift off. He breathes 


slower and no longer nestles against me, and his grip on my shirt relaxes. 


| would carry him to bed, but that would require moving and | really do not want to leave this spot right now. 
I'm perfectly happy with having him sleeping on me like this, that precious smile on his face. His fingers begin 
twitching, my usual indication that he's dreaming. 


| run my fingers through his hair, grateful when it stays in place and doesn't fall out in a clump in my hand. 
He sighs happily and his smile grows. | have to wonder if it's me he's dreaming about- he seems so content 


and | hate to wake him by moving him. 


| decide it isn't worth it. Ill just risk the crick in my neck when | wake up. | smile and lean back against the arm 


of the couch, resting my head atop it. "Night, Tony-Bear," | whisper, having gone back to rubbing his neck 


gently. "I love you." He doesn't respond with anything more than a bigger smile, and | let myself drop off into 


slumber. 


